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" Shall I bring the coffee into the dining-room ? " asked Wazemmes.
*e No ; into the library/*
His uncle got up and lit a large oil-lamp, which he took up ; then, just as he was leaving the kitchen, he added :
" You might leave enough for two more cups of coffee on the stove, because Monsieur Roquin is coming to see me about half past eight. Get out the liqueur-glasses, too, and light the gas in the dining-room."
It was ten past eight. The coffee would be ready in three minutes. When should Wazemmes make the toilet which he regarded as indispensable ? Before or after Roquin's arrival ? He would be less likely to be disturbed while the two men were talking; but that meant that Roquin must not be too late.
Miraud crossed the little dining-room, skirting the round table. Before he went into the next room, he looked, with the same pleasure that they always gave him, at the two panels of the fine oak folding door, carved and fluted, with which he had replaced the former communicating door. The light of the lamp picked out the relief of the ornamentation and figures. Here, in the heart of this Parisian worker's apartment, you could see welling forth, like a perpetual spring of magnificence, that dreaming which went to the making of chateaux and cathedrals.
Old Miraud glowed with his pride in it, and there was a catch in his throat. He had some very dogmatic ideas which preserved him from envying the luxury of the rich; but he had a deep love for beautiful things. There were days, indeed, when he had the feeling that the two or three beautiful things which he possessed gave him a very worthy standing in life.
" Fm lucky/* he said to himself. " How many people are there, this evening, who will have the pleasure of taking their coffee in a room like the one I have there, the other side of that door ? The door itself is, perhaps, even finer when you see it from the other side."
He pushed the folding door and went into his room.